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Summary: Castiel Novak lives a normal, happy life, until a demon 
kills his wife Hannah. He is swept into the supernatural world when 
he meets fake FBI agent Dean (Agent Warren) to help hunt the being 
that killed his wife. 


1 . Chapter 1 
_Chapter_ _One_ 

_Beep_. _Beep. Beep_. Castiel groans as he rolls over and turns off 
his alarm. He sits up and rubs his weary eyes. It's still dark 
outside, so he places a soft kiss on his wife, Hannah's head. She 
stirs in her sleep and wakes up. She smiles at Castiel and kisses him 
softly on the lips. "I love you, Castiel. Have a good day." Hannah 
says, weary from sleep. Before Castiel can say anything, she rolls 
over and falls back asleep. Castiel chuckles as he gets out of bed 
and walks into the closet. He puts on his nicest suit and shoes. He 
quietly slips his clothes on and sneaks out of his wife's bedroom. He 
grabs his tan trenchcoat off the coat hook and slips out the 
apartment door. 

Castiel gets into his car for his first day of work. He starts the 
engine and begins his ten-minute long commute to to law firm he has 
recently been employed at. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>After a short drive, he arrives at the Winchester Law Firm. He 
takes a huff of breath and enters the building. Castiel walks up to 
the front desk. Sitting there is a woman at a desk with a plaque with 
her name on it. <em>Naomi Smith. <em> 

"Urn. Exuse me? It's my first day, and I don't know where my desk is." 
Says Castiel as politely as possible. Naomi looks up from the 
computer and smiles. "You must be Mr." She clicks a few times on her 
computer. "Castiel Novak. Correct?" She asks him. Castiel nods. 



"Follow me." She says standing up from her desk and walking back. 

They stop at one of the cubicals with a similar plaque as Naomis that 
says _Castiel Novak_. Castiel smiles at thesight of his personalized 
plaque. "Thank you." He says with a small smile. Naomi nods and says, 
"If you need anything, just let me know." Castiel nods and she walks 
away. Castiel sits at his new desk and begins to work. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>A few hours into his work day, Castiel 's desk phone rings. 

"Hello, I'm Castiel Novak. How may I assist you today?" The person on 
the other line says with a grim voice, "Meet me in my office Mr. 
Novak. This is Sam Winchester." Before Castiel can respond, Sam hung 
up. He sighed and got up from he desk and proceeded to the glass 
doors labeled <em>Sam Winchester, Head of Department<em> . 

Castiel knocks on the inside of his door. "Close the door behind you 
Mr. Novak." Mr. Winchester says looking up. Castiel closes the glass 
door behind him and sits in the chair facing Sam's desk. 

"I want to be the one to tell you this, not the police." Says Sam 
sitting forward in his chair. "The police?" Asks Castiel, starting to 
get worried now. Sam nods and continues. "I got a call a few minutes 
ago concerning your wife." Says Sam softly. "There was a fire, and 
your wife didn't make it out. I am so sorry, Castiel." Sam falls 
silent. A million questions go through Castiel 's mind. _How could 
Hannah be dead? How did this happen?_ But Castiel doesn't say a word. 
After awhile, Sam speaks up and says, "The company will give you a 
few weeks off to greive. But we need you back here by November 2. 

Also the police want you a the scene as soon as you can be there." 
Castiel nods. "May I leave for the day?" He asks, his voice cracking. 
Sam nods and Castiel leaves the room. He quickly grabs his coat and 
key from his desk and walks out the door. 

Castiel got into his car and started the engine. He was about to take 
the route home, when he realized he no longer had a home to go to. 
Castiel sighed and stopped at the first motel he saw. He parked his 
small pimp next to a classic Chevy Impala. Castiel took note on the 
nice car. He had always enjoyed cars, but he never got the pleasure 
to drive an Impala. He checks into the motel and finds that his room 
is right next to the Impala he saw earlier. But Castiel took no 
notice. His mind was buzzing with both greif and curiosity. He walks 
into his room, sets down his work supplies, and walks back outside. 

He notices the Impala was missing. But at the moment, he didn't care. 
He slides into the pimp's driver's seat and heads back to his 
apartment . 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Castiel parks outside his apartment complex. He could see the 
police tape blocking off his apartment when he gets to his door. He 
walks up to the officer at the door.<p> 

"Hello officer. I am Castiel Novak. You wanted me here at my earliest 
convinence?" Says Castiel, his voice almost monotone. The officer 
nods and lets him through. He walks under the police tape and into 
the burnt coat hook he had seen only a few hours earlier. Castiel 
continues to walk through the apartment, doing his best to stay out 
of the police's way. Castiel realizes that the apartment smells 
strongly of sulfur. He decides it's nothing and continues. He soon 



finds himself in his and Hannah's bedroom. The room was fairly clean 
and unscathed by the fire. Castiel walked to Hannah's side of the bed 
and sat down. He picked up her pillow and smelled it. It still 
smelled like her. Castiel 's eyes began to water. It soon stopped when 
he beared someone walk into the room. 

"Are you Castiel Novak?" The voice is deep and calm. Castiel turns 
around to see a fairly tall man with short blonde hair. His eyes were 
a deep green. The man pulled a badge out of his pocket and held it up 
to Castiel. "Agent Warren, FBI. I would like to ask you some 
questions if you don't mind." Castiel nods. "When you woke up this 
morning, did you notice any cold spots? Or maybe flickering lights?" 
Asks the agent , sitting next to Castiel on the side of the bed. "Urn. 

No none of that." Says Castiel looking at his hands in confusion. 
_Cold spots? Flickering lights? What kind of FBI agent is this man?_ 
Castiel just shook off the strange feeling. "Ok. Did you notice any 
weird smells? Like rotten eggs or sulfur." Castiel thought hard. He 
then remembered the strong smell of sulfur all around the apartment. 
"Sulfur." Castiel says after awhile. "The apartment smells strongly 
of sulfur right now. But for some reason, not in here." Agent Warren 
nods. "Did it smell like sulfur when you woke up this morning?" He 
asks. "No. No it didn't." Castiel says immediantly. The agent stands 
up and so does Castiel. "Thank you for your time." Says Agent Warren, 
shaking his hand. Castiel nods and follows the agent out of the 
apartment and into the parking lot. 

As Castiel climbs into the pimp, he notices Agent Warren get into the 
Impala he saw earlier at the motel. He thinks it's nothing and begins 
to drive back to the motel. He arrived and saw the Impala parked 
outside the motel again. Could this be Agent Warren's car? Castiel 
shook the thought from his head and exited the pimp. He checked his 
watch to find it was 10:00 at night. Castiel sighed and entered his 
motel room. He locked the door and collapsed on the nearest bed. He 
thought his thoughts would keep him up all night. But he realized how 
tired he actually was and quickly fell asleep. 


2 . Chapter 2 
Chapter Two 

Castiel woke up in a good mood. But then he remembered the events of 
the previous day and instantly felt the greif. He sighed and shuffled 
into the bathroom. Castiel took a quick shower and was out the door 
in 10 minutes. 

When he got into the pimp, Castiel realized he had nowhere to go. He 
decided to go to the last place he was happy, the apartment. Castiel 
began the engine and started to drive. Realizing it was still dark 
outside, he checks the time on his phone. 1:09. Castiel sighed and 
decided to keep driving. 

It was almost 1:30 by the time Castiel arrived at the crime scene. He 
walked up the steel staircase attached to the building. He stopped at 
the apartment door. Castiel looked closely and saw that the door was 
slightly cracked open. He thought it was nothing and continued to 
walk inside. 


The apartment looked a lot different since he was there earlier. The 
kitchen cabinets were ajar, the drawers slid open, the couch even 



moved. Castiel took a step forward, knocking down the coat hook. It 
crashed to the floor with a loud bang. Castiel swore under his breath 
and froze. He heard a shuffle in the bathroom. Castiel grabbed the 
closest thing he could find, which was a roll of tape. How the hell 
am I supposed to fight someone of with a roll of tape? Castiel 
thought to himself. Before he could give himself an answer, a man 
jumped out of the bathroom and shoots Castiel in the stomach. Castiel 
throws the roll of tape blindly at the figure. It misses him 
completely, for the man had jumped on top of Castiel. He recognised 
the man immediantly. 

"Agent Warren?" Asked Castiel in suprise. "Who?" He replied staring 
down at him. Castiel 's eyes grew wide. Either the man had amneisa, or 
he wasn't who he had said he was. 'Agent Warren' saw he made a 
mistake and quickly jumped off Castiel. 

"Sorry about that." He says gesturing to the wound Castiel was 
squeezing. "Why are you here?" Asks the 'agent', scratching his head. 
Castiel slowly gets to his feet. "I wanted to see a place I 
recognized. The last place I felt happy." He says staring at his 
shoes. "Why are you here?" Asks Castiel, leaning on a chair, "there 
is no way you are an FBI agent. So who are you really?" The man sighs 
and sits in a chair. After awhile he finally speaks. 

"I probably shouldn't tell you this 'cause Sammy would kill me. My 
name is Dean Winchester. I am not an FBI agent. Your wife didn't die 
in an accidental house fire, it was a demon. And I came here to kill 
it." The man who finally had a name said. Castiel was speachless. At 
last, he spoke. "Demons? Like Satan? From Hell? They exist?" Asks 
Castiel quickly. Dean nodded. "So, your saying Satan killed my wife?" 
He asked Dean. "Not literally Satan, Cas ! One of his demons." Dean 
sighed. Castiel frowned. "Cas?" He asked. Dean sighed again. "It's 
easier to say than Castiel. That's just a mouthful!" Both men fell 
silent. After awhile, Cas spoke up. "Can I help you?" "With what?" 
Asks Dean, looking up at Cas. "Can I help you kill the demon?" He 
asked again. Dean's eyes widen. "Hell, no!" He says standing up, 

"it's way too dangerous! You'll get yourself killed!" "Please Dean!" 
Cas pleaded. "I want to be there when you kill the thing that took my 
wife!" Dean was quiet. "Alright. But you stay out of the way!" Says 
Dean after awhile. "I should go." Says Cas, forgeting about the 
gunshot wound. He tries to walk, but falls to the ground. "Damn it!" 
Yells Cas grimacing. Dean helps him to his feet and grips his 
shounder. "I got ya." Says Dean walking Cas out of the building and 
to the parking lot. 

Dean leads Cas toward the Impala outside next to his small pimp. Cas 
realizes what he's doing and stops. "No. No. It's ok. I can drive 
myself." He says shaking his head. "No you can't." Says Dean, 
gripping Cas' shoulder tighter. He sighsand reluctantly 
obliges . 

Dean opens the passenger side's door to the Impala. "This is your 
car?" Asks Cas suprised. Dean nods smiling. He helps Cas slide into 
the seat and get comfortable. Dean walks around the car and sits in 
the drivers seat. "Where are you staying?" He asks, starting the 
engine. "Red Moon Motel" Cas replies. Dean chuckles. "What?" Asked 
Cas. "Nothing. Nothing. It's just, that's where I'm staying. Now you 
need to get stitched up and go to bed." Says Dean, looking over at 
Cas. I knew it! Cas thought to himself. The rest of the drive back to 
the motel was silent. 



Cas was patched up and put to bed by 3:00 in the morning. Dean had 
put him to bed and retreated back to his own room. But Cas couldn't 
sleep. He was up all nighht thinking about his encounter with Dean 
and the thought that demons, and even Satan, were real. Cas never 
remembered falling asleep, but before he knew it, he was awake and it 
was morning. 

Cas decided to return to work that day. So he took a shower and got 
dressed. He was suprised to see that Dean brought the pimp back and 
parked ot outside his door. The Impala was missing from the parking 
lot, but Cas didn't pay much attention to it. He gingerly got into 
the pimp and drove himself to work. 

Cas arrived at the law firm at around noon. He opened the doors and 
saw Mr. Winchester speaking to a man he did not recognize at first, 
until he turned around. 


"Dean?" 


End 
f lie . 



